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in the wooden faces . . . " very scarce on our Reservation.'3
It was colder now, and an evening chill began to steal up
out of the Canyon. The drumming died away ; a coin or
so fell into the ring ; and the circle melted. For we had a
train to catch, the Rockies and the Great Plains to traverse,
a whole continent to cross . . . " scarce on our Reservation."